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THE famous, time-honored Parisian
frolic. In which everybody is In love

* with everybody else's wife, wus

played again at the Garrlck Theatre last
night under the title of "Never Again".althoughthat of "Ever Again" would have
been more appropriate. It was very well
played, too.a fact that accounted for the
semi-satisfaction of a large and ultra-"brllant"looking audience. "Paris" was writtenin bright, unmistakable letters over the
entire entertainment, and the adapter, or

translator.or whatever the unknown gentlefhanwho brought the spicy episodes into
the English language may choose to call
himself.spared himself the trouble of
eradicating the spice. I commend him for
that: If Messrs. Maurice Desvalllers and
Antony Mars must be interpreted in this
country, it Is impolite, and it Is quite unnecessarry,to tamper with them. Besides,
"Never Again" could scarcely be purged of
Its suggestiveness. There would be nothing
left. While not as dep as a well. "Never

Again" is certainly quite as broad as anythingthat New York has seen.

The new farce has a plot which I am

afraid that my allotted column will not
allow me to describe. Tt has also twenty-threecharacters, most of whom are imbeddedIn this plot. And this aforesaid
plot has so many ramifications that at
times it is quite difficult to follow it.
However, in the case of French farces all
that you have to do Is to firmly believe
that all the men are giving all the women

ample grounds for divorce, by the statutoryreasons, and that all the women are

emulating the examjdes of tbeir liege lords.
Two old men are the most conspicuous

figures in "J^ever Again." Ribot. a fatherin-law,is shown in the delectable act of
tlereivlnir a wife whom lie believes to be
dumb with the buxom wife of a violiDcelllst.For that purpose he has rented

auapartment, as they are aceustamed to

do In Paris. The other old man is Herr
Katznjammer, the husband of the buxom
wife. The main humor of the faree is derivedfrom the advent of the deceiving and
deceived husbands to the same flat. Katzenjammeris not permitted to see the
woman.his wife.who is concealed behind
one of those screens that are built expresslyfor Parisian farces. He thinks it
a good joke, and when he alludes to the
"old fool of a husband," you know that
the time for laughter has arrived, and you
laugh. It would be ridiculous not to laugh
when you are out for a good time.
The part of this violoncellist is so capitallyplayed by Ferdinand Gottschalk that

It acquires a value that it in reality "hath
not." Gottschalk is made up as Van Biene,
the hero of "The Broken Melody," aud his
admirable dialect and remarkable good humorlift the role into one of almost blatant
fun.
The motive of the piece is furnished in a

somewhat far-fetched manner by a janitor,
who writes anonymous letters to husabnds
and wives. These letters impel them to a

certain house on the "Rue Sardine." and it
is here that the Inconstant husbands and
the suspicious spouses meet. In the second
act much of the fun is the sheerest sort of
horseplay. All the characters pop in at
one door and pop out at the next, and the
mta r*a la r1firnrn*pit hr n nnmhor nf hnardine

school girls attired a la Harrison, who hare
nothing to do but run about the stage per
sistently and help to "All up/'
There are moments when "Never Again'

reminds you of "The Gay Parisians."- The
difference between the two Is that the latterfarce was broad and always funny,
while the former is broader and occasionallyfunny. The opening of the second act,
displaying married monsieur with equally
married rnadame in their little "apartment"suggested the similar situation in
"Spiritisme," and proves that both in farce
and in drama the idea of the Frenchman
flies 'n one direction only.that of "le
marl cocu".the deceived husband. In
Paris they get fun out of that, and they
get misery out of that. It is the alpha
and omega of their life.
Some of the lines in "Never Again" are
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quite funny. The mother-in-law. who is
believed to be dumb, is rather a new idea.
The husband meets a doctor who alleges
that he can cure her.
"No, no," cries the husband, desperate

as he contemplate!- the possibility.
"But you love her still?" queries the doctor.
"Precisely; That is just what we do. >Ve

leva her still "

The mother-in-law meets the doctbr later
and after a protracted interview, appears
with her mouth all awry. This is a clever
episode, as interpreted by Miss llobson;
but it is a highly disagreeable oih\ Even
in farce, facial contortions on the part of
a woman are scarcely pretty to contemplate.However, I dwell upon this motherin-law

> topic to show you that all the
changes have not yet been rung. The topic
is apparently inexhaustible, and in "Never
Again" it receives a new stimulus.

E. M. Holland played the {tart of Itibot,
the antiquated sinner, who is discovered
with a bird, a cold bottle and somebody
else's wife, by his own sou-ln-law, and
saved from the ire of his wife by that
heroic young person. E. M. Holland is alwaysan artist, and his work throughout
was of the liveliest description. Fritz Williams,as the son-in-law, seemed to be upon
wires. Of course, it is not necessary to
display much repose in rapid farce, but YJr.
Williams's tactics always tire me very
much. They never differ. Miss Uobson's
return to New York was a happy occasion.
She has been away too long, and we need
her every hour. The role of the dumb
mother-in-law gave her few opportunitiesnoopportunities of make-up at ali.but she
was quite as amusing as she could be, and
.and she was May liobson. When you
know you are being entertained by an
artist, you are not inclined to be too ex-

acting on the question of the part.
Agnes Miller, who has increased her

avoirdupois most alarmingly, was quite
tumble to cope with the skittishness of the
violoncellist's wife. Somebody with plenty
of chic and that peculiar French abandon
that is unknown here was needed. Miss
Miller's kicks and iaisser-aller were amusingbecause they showed that an AngloSaxonactress has no conception of the
Parisian idea. Miss De Wolfe was charmillirill a small nart- anrl crnim omrcro/tnB

dresses. She had little to do with the
horseplay, the hurly-burly and the general
noisy fury of the farce. In that fact, pyobably,she was lucky. Jane Henderson
played the small part of a model who was
supposed to be posing In the "altogether"for the artist. The audience could not see
her, but was asked to believe that she was
nude. The artist and a rowdy old friend
were supposed to be able to see her. That
reversed the playwrights' conventional idea
that the people in the audience should al-
ways have the advantage of the people on
the stage.

Fanny Leslie
Arrived Too Late.

Fanny Leslie did not appear, after all.
She arrived too late to go on at Koster <S:
Bial's last night, and as the.v hare a pretty
good bill without tile English comedienne
it was decided that she should take a week
to recuperate after her journey. This was
a disappointment to all those who rememberMiss Leslie's clever work of twq years
ago, but there were some new things on
the programme, so that the gap was
bridged over all right. "The Diamond
Comedy Four" whs the best of the new
features. A comedy hotel, with a gentlemanfrom Wayback. a bicycle tramp, the
hotel keeper and a boy constituted the
nuartet Act. The four sang well together,
but it is possible the songs would have been
as effective and melodious without the
hotel attachments, and certainly a red
beard, flaming brogue, tramp's tatters and
red stockings do not add greatly to the
charm of negro glees. The Diamond Four
sing well enough to please an audience
without the time-chastened comedy accessions.
To make up for the Leslie abseqee, MarieHalton, who had been reported'ill. was

convalescent enough to do her prettiest:
Williams and Walker, the "Two Heal
Coons," and the genuine cake walk of the
colored aristocracy, made as big u hit as
on the opening night weeks ago. 1

/ ^Zo> £*»1 ^Jv,4j

& Kv?\

X>NXN^\\

\\

Mere and There 1 \
at Oc'ner Theatres. J

A vaudeville bill that ean run four hours
without a repetition, and in all that time !
con thin no weak number, is a rarity in-
deed. Vet th» programme at Keith's last
night must be credited with that achieve-
meut. The house was crowded, as usual,
for the pretty theatre in Union square
seems to know no dull seasons, Lcnton or *«

otherwise. A really remarkable evidence of
Yankee rapidity and fertility of action was

put forth in the new views shown by the 0|
biograpb, picturing with absolute fidelity ja]
many scenes at the recent inauguration of flj:
President McKinley. They pleased the Vn
audience immensely. Johnstone Bennett
and S. Miller Kent continued to evoke
laughter and win appiause in "A Quiet
Evening at Home," and Franeesca Bedding |a
and Hugh Stanton in "A Wife by Adver- ,j,
tisemeut" were also thoroughly appreciated,Jessie Couthoui, the lyceum entertainer.recited admirably, and Caroline j,
Hull, a contralto with a voice of rather reasmarkable range, scored a big hit witn sev- ^
eral new songs. The American debut of
Arras and .Alice, gymnasts and balancers,
was quite successful. Others who contribas
uted to the show were the Seven Reed
Birds, Merritt and Gallagher. Bay Burton.
Little Annie Laughlin, Brown and Watson 111

and Marie De Gamor. u'
ar

"The Lady Slavey," with almost the en- he
tire original Casino cast and costumes, a
began a week's engagement at the Harlem ^
Opera House before an audience that tested y(
the capacity of the theatre. The piece is 'tj,
brimful of bright, witty dikiogue and p(
melodious music, and in the cast are many x
pretty girls. That clever comedian, Dan s,]Daly, sang "Elsie," "The Blow Almost ,Killed Father," and "I Love to See My
eDar Old Mother Work" in his own quaint
style, and was heartily applauded.
"The Great Diamond Robbery," Wheeler

& Alfriend's thrilling melodrama, was the ci
attraction at the Star. The plot of the S{
piece deals with the commission of a great a
crime, which is fastened upon an Innocent so
man. Villainy is rampant throughout the
first five acts of the play, but in the sixth b
and last the real culprit is arrested, and a:

subsequently the rmrtyred hero is exon- a,
crated, and, of course, virtue is amply re- rt
warded. A number of startling situations j(
are cleverly interwoven in the story, and ^
the piece is illustrated with some novel jr
scenery. The cast is an exceptionally
strong one, in it being such well-known g(
players as Mine. Janauschek, Annie Yeamans,Joseph E. Whiting, George C. Boni- V
face, Thomas M. Hunter, James Bevins, rt
Cora Edsall and Fanny Cohen. tjj

"Trilby." interpreted by, A. M. Palmer's
Australian company, held the boards of the a

Columbus. Edith Crane appeared in the p
title role, and she gave a conscientious. w

sympathetic renderiug of the simple, innocentidol of the Latin Quarter. Reuben
Fax was the Svengali, and he found much ^
favor with the audience. The piece was p
appropriately staged. a]

"The Star Gazer." a farce comedy with tl
an invisible nlot. but nlentifullv sunnlied o;

with all sorts of humorous Incidents and a

clever specialties, was the offering at the ®
Murray Hill. Joe dtt, a very funny, come- tl
dian, appeared in the leading character, R
and he succeeded in keeping the audience ai
in merry spirits during Ills occupancy of
the stage. He was surrouuded by an ex- ^celleut company of funinakers.

f<
It is altogether unusual for a play to re- r

main at the American Theatre beyond a h
fortnight, but "At Piney Ridge," which last
night began its third week at this house r

with continued Indications of popular favor, s

is an exception. Mr. Higgius. the author n
and manager of the play, confidently ex- e
pects that it will be a long time before he ffinds it necessary to withdraw it from the 1

boards of the American, t:
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By Curtis
rHE opening of the German Opera seasonbrought no disaster with it.

East night, at the Metropolitan
lera House spared the large and brillntaudience a repetition of the catastrolethat sent the divine Melba, broken in
ice, health and spirit, back to Europe,
id this, notwithstanding that the- opera
is "I>ie Walkure," with its superhuman
runnhilde, requiring for her adequate
'.personation a physique of iron and a

roat of brass.
Walter Damrosch. more fortunate than
auriee Grau, had procured for the role of
runnhilde a voice nearly as superhuman

the character. When Eilll Lehmann
rode out. valiant with shield, helmet and
ear, upon the high peak of the crag, the
dience settled back in their seats, resuredbefore the singer had opened her
outh. The prima donna looked like the
imortal she represented, even more than
ion the occasion of her previous appenricehere. In appearance she was the most
*roic figure on the stage last night, with
martial aspect that vied with that of

rotan himself." Even one who had not

t heard a sound from this Brunnhikle's
troat could hardly imagine her as hammedwith human weakness of any kind,
hen she sang .and forthwith Wagner was

istiiied in the mind of his least poetic
;arer.

Hoyotoho! hoyotoho!
Hetaha! helaha!
Hahei! hahei! hoyohei!

As she passed over the crag, the wild
ill echoed to the galleries, clear and
:rong, like the call of a trumpet. It was

throat of brass. Brunhllde was safe, and
was her impresario.

There is no other phrase in the part of
runhilde that is either ns melodious or

i exacting as this one. Lelimann's reneringof it was electrical. Wagner resurjctedfor the occasion could not have ob»ctedto that, but he could hardly have
een pleased to see the impressive scene

iterrupted by the elapping of prosaic nlne>enthcentury hands in white kid gloves.
>me Germans in the gallery who had on no

hlte kid gloves, and who, perhaps for that
?ason, had been more easily able to catch
le spirit of that mythical time when gods
lingled with mortals and did things which
re not tit for publication, hlsspd the aplause.though they made ample amends
lien the curtain fell.
The house was topheavy with children
om the Fatherland. Otherwise it was a

Lerropoiuan Buum-riuws mum, wiiu iue

arterre boxes filled with familiar faces
nd toilets which were not under inspeconthere for the first time. The wearers

f these toilets were unmoved, at least In
ppearance by the idea, by the "Music
Tama." as Wagner called it. They were

le same people who came to applaud De
eszke and Melba, and they were here to
oplaud Lehmann. not Wagner.
At the end of the first act. Ernst Kraus.
re new tenor, warmed up the audience
>r Lehmann. The new tenor had been
acked with fears that he was going to
ave a cold, but he forgot them in the
ardor of his love-making.illicit lovenakingwith unprintable ramifications,
uch as only the immortals and their
lortal boon companions may indulge in
ven in poetry.and sang himself into higli
avor. Kraus is manly-looking and exremelylong-legged. You will remember
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that Wotan, in a fit of anger, had thrust
a sword deep into the heart of a tree. It
was a magic sword. Siegmund. misbehavinghimself in the house of Hunding.
his host, lias urgent need of a sword.the
more magic the better. Being the prospectivefather of the greatest hero in the
world he marks this magic sword for his
own.

The tree in which the magic sword is
thrust has conveniently grown up through
the roof of Hunding's house, as you will
also remember. And you will remember
that, warmed to deeds of valor by his passion,he leaps upon the table at the foot of
the tree, seizes the sword and drags it
forth. Kraus was really magnificent as he
did this. You will remember that he
has to sing at the same time, and that
Wagner has not made that task any too
easy for him. But Kraus rises to the occasion,and his maner of getting down from
the table sword in hand proves his right to
the famous weapon. He does not leap
down. He simply strides down with his

long legs, and the effect is really 110 small
inducement. For reward Kraus was called
before the curtain 110 less than six times,
the last time to pick up a tiny bunch of violetsthrown impulsively from a box, and
which he gallantly presented to Johanna
Gadski, who shared the honors with him
as Sieglinde, the erring wife of Hunding.
If we must have Wagner, and his

"Walkure" especially, let us have it as

we had It last night. If there was a

singer on the stage weighing less than a

hundred and eighty pounds.barring two or

three of the ladles.their appearance was

criminally deceptive. In their characters
they not only seemed to live up to the

fn *xr.Vifr»h thpr <irp nlnp^rf. hnt

enabled tlie promise of the eye to be fulfilledby the throat. If Herr Kraus does
not get scared again, and the ladles manage
to escape the grip.which has been in hot
pursuit of singers lately.there will be no

breaking down of voices during the four
weeks of the German opera season begun
last night.
However a modern workaday mortal

may feel about the scenic and vocal portionof the "music drama" of Wagner,
which impresses one as being wholly out
of keeping with the era of napkins and
finger bowls, clean linen and a pretence
of morality, he must certainly make his
obeisance to Walter Damrosch and his
superb orchestra. What was accomplished
last night in this direction compensated
many times over for the wearlsomeness of
three hours of efforts on the part of three
or four people to make drama out of an

Introduction to the advent of a hero. One
day Seigfried is to be born. "Die Walkure"
prepares for that event, as you will remember.But Damrosch's orchestra, conductedby Damrosch causes all to be forgiven.
Mansfield Gives

Up the Garrick.
Richard Mansfield yesterday sold the

lease of the Garrick Theatre, Thirty-fifth
street, near Sixth avenue, to his present
managers, Messrs. Hoyt & McKee. Charles
Frohman will, however, continue as managerof the house, and the new lessees will
run it on the same lines as heretofore*

'<

Ghicago Opera 1
Season a Success.

According to reports direct from Chicago
the business which the Metropolitan Grand
Opera Company Is doing at the Auditorium
there is not at all disastrous; indeed, there
is proof positive that last Saturday's matineerealized over $11,000.
There is absolutely no truth in the rumor

that the company's engagement in the
Windy City is likely to be curtailed and its
road tour abandoned. The seasons booked
in St. Louis. Louisville, Cincinnati and
Boston will undoubtedly be tilled.
The organization is certainly' one, of

the strongest opera companies ever seen
in this country, and it does not seem at
all possible that Chicagoites could fall to
appreciate its excellent productions.

"iphe Mayflower"
af tlje byceum.;

11

il

By James L. Ford. b
FOR some reason the Mayflower pil- s

grims have always taken a strong 0

hold on budding playwrights and 11

makers of comic opera books. If the young 11

American dramatist did not seize upon the 1

Puritans as characters for his first play, he a

tried the Mormons, and in cither case he *

was pretty sure to fail.
Wonderful to relate, the latest play that f

deals with the ancestors of the lively and ^
effervescent colonial dames is the work
of a dramatist who, as part author of

^
"Rosemary," has already shown himself

^
to be possessed of considerable talent. In

^
that play we saw a bit of English life
that was as poetic and as sweet with the
fragrance of old-fashioned flowers as if it

had been taken from the pages of Austin j
Dobson. In "The Mayflower," which had
its first representation at the Lyceum
Theatre last night, Mr. Louis N. Parker
has chosen a theme which it is hard for .

us to take an interest In. It is true that he
softens the austerities of the early New

England life by placing two of his three
acts on the other side of the water; but
we know that Ills characters are Puritans, ,

and when we see both men and women

wearing ruffs that are starched so stiffly ,

as to suggest fear of each other's caresses, ]
we canont be expected to take the same j
interest in them that we do in the gentle ^

and winning Maud Banks in her eighteenth (

century draperies.
There was a charm about the very at- ,

mosphere of "Rosemary" which belonged ,

not to the stage, but to a wonderful era of

English poetry. There is nothing of that

charm in the "Mayflower" except that
which Mr. Frohman himself has given to

it in the way of a tasteful and beautiful

stage setting. The costumes we can read-

ily believe to be correct, because they
serve to accentuate all that there is harsh
and forbidding in the Puritan character
as we understand it.
But the play itself Is dull nnd wofull.v

lacking In humor. In this respect it is

distinctly early English, and we see in the
rude frolics of the gruff sea captain and
the woman of the inn. as well as in the

pursuit of the bumpkin by the old lady
with a vegetable weapon in her hands, the
sort of fun that still survives in the Christmaspantomime, and is regarded with sacredreverence by archaeologists.
There is even a prologue at the begin4-nc niopo raoH lnr \ficcj MflfV
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ncring, clad in white samite, and smiling
sweetly upon the Lyceum family party.
The prologue is really obsolete, though it
Is occasionally resuscitated by Mr. Daly on

Important first nights as a sort of early
Elizabethan bluff. .

The Puritans who walk about the Lyceum
stage are not real Puritans, nor even the
Puritans of our imagination. They are of
the stage stagey, and the two young girls,
despite their occasional lapses into what

passes for Puritanical forms of speech, are

essentially modern, and of the variety frequentlyencountered at garden parties in

Oyster Bay.
The most Puritanical of the m^n Is

Tobias Mardyke, impersonated, by Mr. It.
Peyton Carter in a way that is entirely In
keeping with ancient dramatic tradition.
He is a Puritan of the old-fashioned cantingand whining variety, and his make-up
la so stood that we know exactly what

lanner of man lie is before he oper« his
lonth. He is intended to be amusing,
nd so he Is. if the lines of his part are to
e believed, but when we see him we are

addened by the thought that he will go
ver to America.they could not afford to
ilss him in the last act.and there find
is natural bent in trafficking with the
ndians on the basis of a bottle of rum and
handful of glass beads for a township,

lis sons will continue to deal in rum and
till fit out ships for the African trade, with
he benevolent design of Christianizing
arge numbers of heathen blacks and bringngthem back to a country in which they;
vill be permitted to toil and enjoy all thelenefitsthat that period offered them. His
urther descendants are destined to live
n Boston, and some of them are there still,
vhile others have come to New York and
abored to keep the Metropolitan Museum
ihut on Sundays and to prevent us from
laving music and beer at the same time.
It is a stagy version of the man from
vkom so many of us are proud to claim
lescent, but the character is an interestngone because we see in it those phases
>f humbug and hypocrisy which are so
inrinlar nt tho nvospnt fin v.

Another character is that of Roger Malory.a white haired father, played by Mr.
Ylix Morris with a certain degree of suc ess.Mr. Mallory is a benign individual
vho lias been driven out of England for
lis religious disbeliefs and his poetry, and
las a daughter who is loved by Lord Ger'aseCarew, Mr. James K. Hackett- Alhoughbowed with years and misfortune,
Mr. Mallory has great strength and determinationof character and shows it by th»

rigor with which he w<l' \s up curtain calls
it the end of each act.
As for Mr. Hackett, he utterly fails t®

realize the popular ideal of a young Englishnoble of that period, and he has au

excellent side partner in the person of a

protector of maiden innocence, called Jack
Poynings. interpreted by Mr. E. J. Morgan.
But Mr. Hackett furnishes more amusementthan his companion, for he has more

ways of making his sword protrude unexpectedlyfrorh under his cloak, and is alto-j
gether far more humorous in his actions'
as the dashing and romantic lover then
Mr. Morgan can ever hope to be.

I doubt If, even with the most hero!®
exertions at the fall of each curtain, sufficientlife can be pumped into "The May-
flower" to secure for it that long and prosperousrun which its author and manager
naturally hone for. and for which they
have worked conscientiously. The setting1
of the second act, which is the work of
that always admirable scene painter, Mr.
Unit, deserves the highest praise, and if
that artist* could have done a little word
painting and graining to the dialogue, the
whole piece might have been up to the
high level of his work.

American's Novel Parade.
Designing to more firmly impress upon

the public that David K. Higgins's play,
"At Piney Ridge," is still at the American
Theatre, Manager T. H. French yesterday
dispatched down Broadway a procession of
seventy-five hansom cnbs with instructions

return. On the top of each vehicle was a

trunk which bore the words "At Piney
liidge." Of course the novel parade attracteda great deal of attention, and that, of
course, was the end sought for.

Reliable under all circumstances is Dr. Bull's
Cough Syrup, tha people's friend,.,4.(3,vt,


